at the Victoria and Albert Museum.

I adored Nymph Errant. It has remained one of my
favourite plays. Cole Porter wrote the music for it and
Agnes do Mille arranged the ballets. I wanted to play it in
America, and we would have clone so but for the problem of
financing such an elaborate production at a time when
America was still in the throes of the depression.

Nymph Errant was a tremendous success in London.
Nonetheless, I was worried. Not over the play or my
future, but about my financial affairs; it seemed that the
more money I made, the more I spent. I didn't seem able
to get ahead, and my affairs were in u bewildering tangle.

Then the axe fell. The British Government came down
on me for unpaid income taxes on my American earnings
dating from some years back. As a British subject and
resident I had not known that I was liable to taxation in both
countries.

The news of rny tax problems which appeared in the
press opened the eyes of my creditors. All at once they
descended on me. The straw that broke the camel's back
was a laundry bill for fifty pounds. I could not pay it, and
as a consequence I was forced into bankruptcy*

I understand that the British law which covers bank-
ruptcies is much more severe than the law in America.
I only know it was exceedingly stern with me. When I came
out of Carey Street Court I had nothing, literally, but the
clothes I stood in. Nothing else. My cars, my apartment,
my jewels, even most of my clothes had been seized.

Fortunately the disaster did not affect Pam. Thanks to
that trust fund I had established for her long before. I never
ceased to be glad of that.

There came a day when Dorothy, my faithful maid,
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